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Herman was in love with Annie, For three weeks after their marriage, he went hungry. To see her laughing while she crammed eskimo pies into her mouth was all that mattered to him. Day after day, when he wasn't busy, he was cooking for her, Annie getting fatter by the moment, sitting in bed all morning, three pillows behind her head and the sheets littered with Powerhouse candy bars and empty bottles of Nehi. But if his cooking kept her happy, he didn't mind.
In the mess upstairs she lay like a queen. Rarely was she without a smile, the grinning halfmoon face reflecting again and again in her chins and in the wrinkles of her throat. To cover herself she wore a modest cotton dress, over the front of which hung a bib, stained usually with the berries of seme fruit pie or another. Hugging her feet were the enormous sky-blue slippers that were a little dirty around the edges like all the rest of her. worried him was that seme night she might suddenly need him. She was so heavy, so thoroughly fleshly and her legs bothered her so, that she was just about confined to bed once they parted for the evening. He would never be able to hear her if she started whimpering, for crane sundown he was out cold, usually not blinking his eyes again till he heard the rooster's call in the morning. But since the wedding, she had been sleeping well enough, so maybe she will be okay, Herman thought.
When at last he found just how little she had actually been abed all those nights, he cursed Annie and the God who made her. In the morning he rambled distracted. Everywhere he looked, wheel barrow prints were digging up the valleyside. They crossed and turned and zig-zagged about as if they would confound him. Then he thought it was the sun playing tricks, or that last night he had been moonsick. Fat as she was, who could possibly want her he wondered.
All that day he was active in the barnyard, Each time he tired he spit on his palms and, turning to the cable with renewed vigor, raised it another few inches until, when it was in mid-air, he halted her entirely. Mopping his brow, he
